SIBERIAN    FOXTROT
rough stevedores in wide soft trousers (fastened round the
ankles) that have been for centuries the traditional costume
of the barge-loaders on Russia's rivers; bearded kulaks and
their wives who wore woollen kerchiefs round their heads;
children in Scout uniforms (blue trousers or skirts and white
blouses with red ties); clerks of the Port Administration,
of the timber-yard and of the sawmills, all wearing the
dark blue Polar uniforms; their wives in black satin dresses;
workers from the sawmills in their best suits, with white
collars. I was the least elegant of the Iot3 for I always
wore my very heavy boots from early in the morning
until midnight. Putting them on and taking them
off was an acrobatic performance which taxed my
strength.
The theatre, like everything else in Igarka, is made of
timber. Inside, every shade of natural-coloured wood
gives a quiet decorative variety. The lighting, reflected
a thousandfold on the wax-polished, unpainted walls,
makes for an air of friendliness in the hall. There is a little
room on the same level with the stage, where mothers can
*park' their children during the performance for a nurse to
look after them.
After the play—performed in the best tradition of the oldest
dramatic institute of Russia—I was Shanghaied into the club;
the local jeunesse doree had arranged what in Russia is called a
'fraternization* with the foreign sailors. For the first time
in several weeks, I knew again what day of the week it was.
The new Russian system of a five-day cycle of work days
followed by one free day has done away entirely with all
Mondays, Tuesdays and the rest, and Soviet citizens live
by dates only. The British sailors explained to me immedi-
ately that it was Saturday night.
The programme for the 'fraternization* evening was
rather rigid. First of all the guests were treated to a late
supper. It started with hors d'ceuvre of green lettuce—
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